THE MAGNATES

Jean d'Angreves... She dreamed of it for ages: "That's the kind of
love I need."

She lacked judgment, but lived intensely in the female characters she
read about. In turn she felt herself to be the Duchesse de Maufrigneuse,
Colette Baudoche and Odette de Crecy. By her manner as much as
by her tone of voice, one could easily have told which book she was in
process of reading.

"I don't know how you can fill your head with all that stuff!" Fer-
nande would say. She could happily spend her time counting and
counting again the moles that covered her arms and bosom.

Wishing to keep her talent in practice, Sylvaine learnt parts in plays
and made Fernande give her the cues. One day she would play the
Queen in Ruy Bias and would have all Paris at her feet.

"Make me a compress," Fernande would say querulously; "that
would be much more to the point."

Sylvaine discovered in Les Petits Alliees a verse from Regnier's Lune
Jaune and for the next week quoted on every possible occasion:

Qui monte mollement entre les peupliers.

"Oh, shut up with your yellow moon!" Fernande said. "How boring
you are! Last time it was the bird that fell into the lake; and that was
bad enough! But this is intolerable!..."

On a sudden Sylvaine was seized with panic. Suppose these months
of torture were to serve no purpose in the end, suppose Lulu did not
keep his promise? Nothing was impossible when you took his whims
into consideration. She at once wrote a long letter to Anny Feret, who
replied: "Don't worry. I'm keeping a good watch on him. He's still
in the same frame of mind about you. He's so proud that he gets drunk
from happiness every night and tells the story to whoever will listen to
him, as if he was about to have the son of Napoleon. I envy you being
where you are, when I think how I have to bellow the same old num-
bers to a crowd of cretins who are not even polite enough to shut up. I
think that I shall buy a little house in the country with the fifty thousand
francs you're going to give me."

"Poor girl, she's no idea what hell this is," said Sylvaine, throwing
the letter onto the dresser.

Fernande got up with the air of a martyr, folded up the letter and
went to put it away in a drawer.
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While Lulu Maublanc, unconscious of the ridiculous figure he cut, re-
tailed the fact of his future paternity to all the old bachelors and cafe-
waiters in Paris, the attention of the women and the younger generation
was fixed on Jacqueline Schoudler, his indirect victim.
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